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	1. Chapter 1

The Spinner's Wife Verse

A/AN: This plot came to me this morning. I'm going to be be taking prompts for this verse, so I hope you'll participate! Thank you in advance! Charlotte Ashmore will also be coauthoring this fic with me! We hope you enjoy it!

Belle French was daughter to the town butcher, Maurice. It had only ever been the two of them since she was three years old. Her mother had been tragically slaughtered by a pack of ogres while tending to the dying and wounded soldiers. The ogre wars had been raging since before her birth, and they'd stolen so much from her. They'd taken her mother and marred her father's reputation after he'd fled the battlefront. He was branded a coward for his mutiny, and she suffered the consequences of his decision because she was his blood. In some ways she was thankful for her father's decision because if he hadn't fled then she would have undoubtedly become an orphan. His family had been more important than service to the duke of the Frontlands and his senseless bid to secure his lands.

Belle had done what she could to make ends meet since their business was confiscated for her father's crime. He had not only been stripped of his rank in the army but his entrepreneurship too. She had taken up odd jobs mending clothing and working at the bustling tavern during market season. She was already nineteen with no marriage proposal in sight. Men rarely had a desire to marry a coward's daughter. They believed such rebellion was genetic, and didn't want to risk siring a child who would one day make the same decisions.

Belle didn't believe in such delusions. She was no coward and neither was her father. He had done what was best for his child. She would have ended up rotting in an orphanage, and succumbed to prostitution if he'd died, and she was grateful he'd spared her from both. Working at the tavern and mending clothing weren't jobs she could depend on her entire life. She needed to find a man with a solid trade who could provide for her. She would have rather work on bettering herself in some way, but women having their own businesses was unheard of in her provincial town. It wasn't like she had a chance on her own even if it hadn't been. Not a single suitor had asked for her hand since she'd come of age, and she felt as though she were living on borrowed time.

There was another option, but one she didn't want to resort to if she could help it. Virgins were highly sought after in the trading markets by wealthy nobles. She could auction off her virtue to one of these nobles, and gain a suitable profit from it which would keep her from having to work for at least a year. She planned to use some of her earnings to buy she and her father a way out of town. They both needed a fresh start, and her father had sacrificed his reputation for her. The least she could do was pave him a new road of opportunity.

Though her living conditions remained the same, Belle found joy in the days she went out of town. It offered her a small escape from the scrutinizing - and often disdainful - looks of those in her home village. In reality, she didn't have a single friend she could count on. She meandered through the hustle and bustle of the square, carrying her straw basket close to her side. She peeled her ears, listening to bits of conversation between customers and vendors, relishing the sweet aromas wafting through the air. From the bakery with its sweet treats and savory bread to the smell of fresh cut flowers from the florist, it was all a delight to her senses. She came to market every other month to buy goods for she and her father, but getting away from her village wasn't the only reason she treasured these ventures.

Belle beamed when she noticed the man with dark sable eyes and long unruly hair standing behind a stall with his spools of colorful thread and bolts of fabric. She noted he was alone and absentmindedly dusting his fingers over a sunflower hued fabric. She always looked for him when she went to market. He was kind to her even though he knew a bit of her history. They'd become acquainted a little over a year ago after she'd stopped by his stall to admire a rich azure fabric. He'd asked if she wished to purchase it, and she'd told him she didn't have enough coppers. He'd observed her patched summer dress and insisted she have it. The only thing he'd asked in return was if she'd do him the honor of stopping to visit with him when she passed through town again. She did, and it had become sort of a ritual for them both. He would buy them a sweet bun from the baker, and they would talk the hours away until it was time for him to pack up and for her to return home.

"Rumplestiltskin!" she called out his name, pulling him from his disarray of thoughts. A soft smile tugged at his lips when he saw her standing just a few feet away.

"Belle!" he waved, gesturing for her to come over. She traipsed towards him, a gleam in her eyes she reserved only for him. She always cherished their deep and meaningful conversations, knowing she could confide in him without judgment.

"It's so good to see you!" she laughed, coming to stand in front of his stall.

He felt his heart flutter in his chest while admiring her tousled chestnut curls and azure eyes. She was a true beauty, and he'd never seen a maiden more lovely in all his life. "It's been awhile since I've seen you,dearie … What's kept you away?" he quizzed, searching her gaze for any clues.

She chuckled dryly, and he noted the melancholy which danced in her irises. "Things have been a bit complicated back home … I've been working extra shifts at the tavern to keep up with things. The land taxes will be due soon, and I need to make sure I have enough laid aside so we aren't evicted," she supplied, fiddling with her apron absentmindedly.

"I see … Well, do you have enough?" he asked, the sympathy evident in his tone, and it repulsed her. She didn't want anyone to feel sorry for her, especially the only person she truly considered a friend.

"No, but I will in a few weeks. I've decided to auction my virginity off to the highest bidding nobleman. The town has already labeled me a coward, so calling me a whore won't make much difference. I'm not marriageable to anyone," she said miserably, "so this is my only other option. I'm not only going to use the money I earn to pay our land taxes but to make a new start as well. My father and I will leave our village and travel elsewhere," she told him, making his stomach churn at her confession.

"And does your father know of your plan?" he inquired with his rueful gaze. She averted her eyes quickly, unable to look at him any longer for fear of his judgment.

"No one decides my fate but me…" she announced with false bravado. "I'm of an accountable age, and I don't need anyone telling me what to do!" He laughed impishly, sending a shiver up her spine. She swore his eyes darkened with a mystical light dancing in them.

"What if I told you I could offer you a better deal than any noblemen?" he grinned slyly, and she blinked, almost certain his teeth were a bit more yellowish and jagged than before, but perhaps it was her imagination playing tricks on her.

"I'm listening." she remarked, her heart beating a tattoo against her chest as he drew closer to her ear.

"Marry me instead." he proposed, and she felt her legs turn to jelly at his absurd request.

"I-I don't understand … " she stammered weakly, her heart beating a wild tattoo in her breast. "W-Why would you want to tie yourself to someone like me!?" She simply couldn't comprehend why anyone would wish to wed her.

"My reasons are my own, dearie. My only stipulation is that you're able to hold a full conversation, and make a decent cup of tea. I know you're capable of the first, but what about the second?" he inquired, his voice full of intrigue.

"Yes, of course," she stammered, and he smirked at her unease.

"All right then … How about we run off to the chapel then? The parishioner is there until five. Do we have a deal?" he queried, a calculating gleam in his eyes.

"Deal!" she hesitantly agreed, swallowing back the bile in her throat. He grasped her hand, and slowly brought it to his lips. She wasn't sure if she should be elated or frightened by this arrangement. She only knew her life would never be the same. Her lips parted on a small gasp as heat emanated from the center of her palm where his hot mouth rested from the briefest of moments, his thin lips stirring emotions within her she'd never thought to feel with her bleak future looming on the horizon.

"Excellent … You're saving yourself a lot of heartache from the townsfolk," he murmured gently. "Once the nobleman's fortune runs out, you'll be left destitute. You'll need someone to carry you all the way, and I'm capable of that, dearie," he assured her, and she felt her heart fill with warmth from this knowledge.

"I just need to go tell my father, and-" she was silenced by his nimble index finger tenderly sliding against her lips.

"We'll do it together, but not tonight … Tonight is about you and I," he reminded her, stroking her face delicately with the back of his hand, heat pooling in her belly from the effect. She could only imagine what his elegant spinner's hands would feel like all over her body.

The local chapel wasn't far from the venue. Before she knew it, she was Mrs. Belle Stiltskin, the spinner's wife. They walked hand in hand back to his stall, and she helped him gather up his wares into the back of his wagon. They traveled back to his - now their - residence in companionable silence. Belle wasn't sure what she expected to see, but it wasn't a sturdy brick house in the meadow. How could he afford such luxuries by only selling fabrics? But the question quickly died on her lips when he spoke.

"I assume you're wondering how a poor spinner could afford such a fine home," he said as if he could read her mind, which frightened her slightly. "The answer isn't how could I afford to build this house, but how I managed it with my trade. It wasn't by only spinning thread, but something else entirely … " he added with a bit of mischief in his voice.

Belle blinked slightly when he opened the door to reveal a spinning wheel sitting in the middle of the room. She barely noticed the other furniture, only the spinning wheel, and the pile of straw which sat uncannily beside it.

"And what is it you do exactly?" she inquired, full of curiosity. She fixated her gaze on him as he picked up the straw and began to thread it in through the wheel. A new substance emerged, and it wasn't straw anymore but gold. She began to feel dizzy by this prospect, and wondered if she should dash out the door in that moment. Yet he silenced her doubts when he produced a fine gold ring he'd fashioned from the former straw, and placed it on her left hand.

"For you, my lady wife … " he spoke tenderly, and her heart melted as his voice gentled and he spoke from the depths of his heart, the title he bestowed on her a simple one yet one she never thought she'd have. She wasn't sure what to make of this mysterious man, but she knew she would have a lifetime to unravel every single layer. She admired the ring under the quickly diminishing sunlight.

"How can you spin straw into gold?" she inquired, casting him a quizzical glance.

"Magic, of course," he supplied as if it were the most sane explanation in the world, and perhaps it was.

Belle was quickly learning the world wasn't just painted in black and white. There were shades of gray as well, and Rumplestiltskin was one of them. For as the sunlight diminished, his peachy pigment was replaced by graying gold tones. "Who are you exactly?" she questioned, slowly backing into the doorway. She placed her hand upon the knob, planning to make an escape if he tried anything rash.

"I'm a spinner, but I'm also the Dark One." He smirked with a feral gleam in his eye, and she wasn't sure if she should be aroused or afraid. He stalked towards her, his eyes becoming animalistic. His manic eyes were too large, his nails sharp as talons, his teeth ruined. For all intents and purposes, he was a monster … a beast, and she was afraid. What had she gotten herself into? What sort of horrid deal had she made for the sake of her virtue? Had she really bargained herself away to the most feared creature in all the realms? She wanted to run, yet she couldn't move, the breath frozen in her chest and the icy hand of dread clutching her heart. And then, his hand reached out with gentle hesitation to tuck an errant curl behind her ear. With that single devoted brush of his fingers, she remembered her sweet spinner, her only friend, and her fear melted away.

"Rumplestiltskin," she breathed, feeling the painful clenching in her chest finally ease, "why did you really marry me? It couldn't be only because you wanted to spare my reputation. What was your reasoning?" She stifled back a moan when he pressed his lips against her brow.

"I've been watching you ever since I spied you that first day at the market. I longed to have you all to myself. You were such a delicious temptation," he hissed breathlessly in her ear, pressing her against the doorframe as he fought to hold himself in check.

"And?" she panted as he let his hands wander over her soft curves. She'd never been touched so intimately in all her life. and the reactions he was eliciting from her body made her head whirl.

He pressed a searing kiss against her lips, and she felt her insides flutter expectantly as he cradled her face in his hands. She expected him to carry her off to his chamber and ravish her as was his right as her husband, but suddenly he pulled away, his eyes shifting to the darkened window pane.

"I'm sorry, dearie, but I'm afraid I have an errand to run. There's a spare bedroom over there," he explained, pointing towards a door she'd failed to notice before.

"I don't understand … I thought we were-" she flushed deeply, unable to finish her statement.

"You thought I was going to take you directly to my bed? I may be the Dark One, but I would never force you into that … not when it's clear you're not ready. I vow to give you a life of comfort and ease, but I cannot promise you anything else. No one can love the Dark One, so dismiss such fantasies from your head. I do however look forward to the companionship I can derive from this union." He ducked his head, frowning in confusion at the - was it disappointment - in her eyes?

Belle raised her gaze to meet his. She didn't like the self-loathing in his statement, not a bit. It made her miss the sweet man she'd befriended in the marketplace. Where was he now? It made her wonder if she would be able to find the same love and acceptance with his alter ego … perhaps if she tried. "And if I want more? If I want a true marriage with you and all it entails?"

Rumpelstiltskin wouldn't allow himself to hope, despite those sweet words issuing from her lips. Oh, how he wanted to believe her, to accept her offer, to haul her into his arms and … he shook himself from his musings. It was too good to be true, and she was far too good to have been tricked into marriage with the likes of him. "I have to go, dearie, so make yourself at home," he retorted gruffly before disappearing in a haze of crimson smoke, leaving her more baffled than ever.

Who was this peculiar man, and why did she feel like it was going to be impossible not to fall in love with him? There was one thing Belle French was always up for, and that was a challenge. She would prove him wrong even if it did take a little time.


	2. Chapter 2

Chapter Two

A/N: MapleSyrup prompted Rumplestiltskin's first encounter with Belle.

Rumplestiltskin stalked through the forest, faintly irritated by the one who'd called on him, and stolen him away from his new wife. It was probably a good thing it happened, because he undoubtedly wouldn't have been able to evade her alluring charms all evening. Good heavens! To think of spending the entire evening in her presence … her sweet voice whispering into the shell of his ear as they sat before the fire, the heat of the flames no comparison to the inferno of lust scorching him from the inside out. He cursed, his voice loud in the stillness of the forest. He couldn't allow himself to give in to his carnal urges. His fearsome growl silenced even the cicadas. He stopped to get his bearings, the feeling of his flesh tightening and filling with need stealing his breath. Gods, how he wanted her.

He called her image to mind, remembering the first time he'd seen her, meandering carefully through the marketplace with two lone baguettes in her basket. She'd been wearing a patched azure summer dress with a dingy apron - which looked ready for the rubbish bin - tied around her waist. Her curls had been bundled in a messy updo, the sun gleaming on the riot of chestnut, but most had fallen free from the elastic binding them together.

He shouldn't even have been in Strathmore that day, but the chance of the deal he'd envisioned had been too good to pass up. So there he'd found a shadowed corner of the market square to set up a booth. It brought back memories of another time, another life he'd rather not dwell on, but his avarice - the demon's greed - egged him on. The princeling had taken his time, and he'd been loathe to part with the rare gem Rumpelstiltskin needed. In the end they always conceded, their desperation clouding their judgement. Later the prince would cry foul and howl for the Dark One's blood, but then it would be too late.

He didn't fancy the province much, because it sat outside the loathsome village he'd resided in well over three centuries ago. He'd glamored himself up as the poor spinner he'd previously been to blend in with the villagers, and now that the deal was done, he'd been anxious to depart … until he'd seen her,

Originally, the furthest thing from his mind had been the thought of actual customers. Before his curse, he'd been branded the worst sort of coward, one who'd deserted the front lines and left his compatriots to die. No one had ever been interested in his wares, and he'd had the veriest hell of a time providing for his wife and child. Yet, there she was, the warmth of the sun in her smile as she looked over the fabrics and yarn, thread and notions, he had on display. The demon entreated him to flee, to run. There would be no good to come of a conversation with the little beauty, but he couldn't. The girl seemed to breathe new life into his old bones, and he couldn't resist the need … yes, need … to speak with her.

They'd conversed for hours, and he'd felt his heart soften towards her, the melodic sound of her voice a sweet caress which drowned out the darkness constantly prattling away in the back of his mind, warning him of his folly. It'd been so many years since he had been able to share his heart with someone, and she was so kind and gentle of spirit. He'd found himself laughing with her, and genuine laughter wasn't something he indulged in very often. There was no reason for it in his solitary existence. Loneliness did not breed happiness. He'd felt he owed her … at least for that … and had offered her fabric as a gift for her company, asking only that she come back to visit him often.

Truthfully, he lived in a behemoth castle high up in the mountains at the edge of the Dark Forest, but seeing Belle, spending time with her, gave him an excuse to linger close by. He built the brick house in the meadow in hopes one day they would share it. He never knew it would become a reality, but after she disclosed her secret, he couldn't let her go through with it. Being tied to him wasn't something anyone would have wished on themselves, and he felt despicable for deceiving her, but she needed his protection. Selling her body to some scavenger wasn't the answer.

He wasn't ignorant to the travesties of the slave market. Innocents were sold in that den of iniquity daily, by fathers, brothers, husbands looking for a way to rid themselves of a woman they couldn't tolerate any longer. Most were women, children, sometimes even men captured from different lands by corsairs or some enemy, but the end result was always the same … slavery. Some women, those desperate enough, wishing for an escape from starvation and death, sold themselves in ignorance, believing it would just be for a night or an allotted amount of time from which they'd be set free, when in reality they'd signed their livelihood over to a perverted menace hell bent on destroying them. He'd seen those girls walking with their masters in the other districts, the light in their eyes completely extinguished. He wouldn't allow Belle to succumb to that fate. The thought of her indomitable spirit crushed, her body broken, and her light forever lost to the dark cruelties of her master made his blood run cold.

He watched as the moon slowly descended behind the trees, the wind bending the branches to give the illusion of talons reaching for him. A smirk curled one side of his thin lips as he neared the young woman who'd called for him the shadows lengthening about him, concealing him until he was ready to reveal himself. He usually made his presence known immediately, but she'd ruined an intimate moment with his new wife, and he wasn't about to let it go.

Still quite unnoticed by her, he let his amber gaze wander over her. She had burnished auburn locks tied back in childish braids, freckles dotted her cheeks with a sprinkling over her pert upturned nose, and she wore a navy cloak wrapped securely around her shoulders. Probably some farmer's daughter or a lesser nobleman's wife, he thought, rather bored already. He could hear whispers under her breath as she seemed to hold a conversation with herself, no doubt trying to talk herself out of whatever it was she planned to deal for.

He crossed his arms over his chest, the dragonhide of his coat giving a protesting susurrus, startling the girl into turning to face him, her face draining of color as her eyes widened in fear. "You-You're the dark one!" she squeaked in alarm.

"Of course I am … Who were you expecting? Your fairy godmother, dearie?" he probed dangerously, and she shook her head hoping she hadn't provoked him. She relaxed a bit when he giggled, smiling. Oh, this one left home without her purse and she's playing with two aces shy of a full deck. He shook his head despairingly as she continued to prattle on, the demon cackling at the back of his mind only adding to the pressure building behind his eyes.

"Of course, you are … which is obvious," she said with a roll of her eyes, her hands waving about in her nervousness. "And I really wasn't sure if I should call upon you, but it was an emergency and I really am quite desperate, and -"

"Might we be getting to the point sometime this evening?!" he snarled, his patience having reached its limits.

"I'm sorry," she winced, "but I needed you … I'm here to make a deal for my sister. A friend of mine told me you might be able to help me with my dilemma," she expounded, biting her lip worriedly.

"Deal making is my specialty, but I hope you didn't come here expecting a handout. Everything I do comes at a price," he giggled impishly while flourishing his hand and producing a contract.

"What's this for?" she inquired, wrinkling her nose in confusion as she perused the document under the pale light of the moon.

It took a great amount of effort not to roll his eyes at the simpleton. "It's the contract for our deal, dearie. It binds you, and holds you accountable to all the terms which lie therein, in case you feel like doing something foolish … such as breaking it, " he snarled, his lips curling over his ruined teeth.

"It's not even really for me, but for my sister, Elsa. She has this little problem … well, it's not exactly little, but it's becoming a bone of contention between us and I'm really worried about her and - "

"Little girl, you are trying my patience! How is it you think I can help you if you won't tell me what it is you need?!"

Anna grimaced. "Sorry," she apologized. She was well aware of her horrid habit of rambling. "Elsa has a brand of magic all her own. She can bend ice magic to her will, though she has little control over it. I was told you were in possession of a pair of gloves which when worn would help the wearer … " She sighed, lowering her gaze to her fidgeting hands, as her voice dipped meekly. "I love my sister very much. I would do anything to help her," she whispered desperately.

He snickered, amused at her debacle, yet unable to turn down a desperate soul. Yes, he would derive much satisfaction from watching the girl try and fail so valiantly to save her sibling, knowing she would do anything if it would help her. "Very well then … There's a cave which lies in the North Mountain. Inside the cave, there's an urn. I want you to bring the urn to me, and in return I'll give you the enchanted gloves you're seeking." he offered, and she nodded in agreement. "No urn; no gloves."

"Deal," she replied before scrawling her signature across the parchment. The document folded up and vanished in a puff of crimson smoke. Despite his ominous tone, she couldn't help but think the task he'd set her would be fairly easy. All she had to do was retrieve an urn, she thought. It's not like he was asking her to wrestle an ogre or cage a griffon.

"You best get going, dearie. You have two days to complete your quest, and if you fail to bring me the urn, then I'll make sure you never make it out of those mountains alive," he forewarned.

She swallowed nervously, biting her lip to still its trembling as she squared her shoulders and lifted her chin, summoning her courage. "I won't fail you!" she vowed, and he sighed in relief when she left.

He magicked himself back to the house to realize his beauty was already sound asleep in the other room. He decided not to wake her, but instead kept his mind busy with some routine spinning. He had much to contemplate tonight.

Belle awoke the following morning feeling more rested than she had in ages. Normally, her bed was a thin pallet on the floor next to the hearth in the dismal cottage she shared with her father. She'd nearly forgotten what it was like to sleep in a real bed. And never had she experienced such luxury as she'd sunk down into the softness of a mattress and pillows stuffed with goose down. A lazy smile teased at her lips as she rolled over onto her back and pushed her long locks away from her face. Her back arched and she gave in to a long stretch to relieve her muscles of their long rest.

The Dark One's bride stared longingly at the left side of the bed where her husband should have been resting. He should have come to her once he'd returned home, despite his adamant refusal to consummate their marriage. She tore her gaze away as a wave of angry heat suffused her face. It was ridiculous to think he'd want her for his wife without the benefit of an intimate relationship between them. She'd never really been a prudish woman, though she'd followed the dictates of propriety ingrained in any well brought up young woman, but the feelings her new husband elicited in his young bride just could not be ignored.

Belle couldn't deny she'd been drawn to him, nor could she dismiss the feelings she'd felt for him from their very first meeting. He called to her heart. There was something deep within him which caused him pain, yet he'd been warm and kind, seeking only her companionship, her friendship. He'd been lonely. Even in the first days of their acquaintance, she'd lain awake in her bed wondering what it would be like to feel his arms about her. She swallowed against the lump in her throat, pushing past her sorrow. She'd never thought he would want more from her, certainly not enough to take her to wife, and now that she had him, he didn't want her in that way. It was enough to make her weep.

She gazed down at the silk gown she'd found in the bureau the previous night, running her fingers over the cobalt fabric. She wondered if he'd spun the thread himself, gone through the arduous task of weaving the fabric and sewing the lovely garment just for her? It was a beautiful daydream to think so, to assume it was meant as a gift from her new husband since it fit her like a glove.

She pushed open the bedroom door and peered out. The spinning wheel sat stationary in the middle of the room. Her heart plummeted in disappointment once she realized he wasn't there. Tinges of warm pinks and toasty oranges filtered through the window, and she realized the sun had just risen. Another door was sunk into the opposite wall, and she wondered if it was his bedroom. Perhaps, he'd come in late last night, and was still asleep? Did dark ones sleep? She crept closer to the door, curiosity getting the best of her as she precariously pushed at the barrier. Her breath hitched in her throat when she saw him lying atop the rouge duvet, his tawny curls splayed across the pillow in an unruly fashion, bringing a smile to her lips at such a human vulnerability on her powerful husband.

Belle surmised he must have been too tired to change out of his traveling clothes, because he hadn't bothered to take off his boots or those leather pants which fit him so snugly. His right arm draped over the opposite pillow, half of his face hidden from her. She inched closer to the bed, her heart hammering painfully in her chest, but it was the swirling heat simmering just below her skin, and the butterflies flapping madly in her belly which urged her to crawl into bed with him.

She barely dared to breathe - so as not to disturb him - as she settled at his side. She gazed upon him, mesmerized by his alluring skin. It pleased her greatly that he wasn't able to hide the evidence of his curse from her as he slumbered. She grew bolder, daringly dusting her fingers over his cheekbone, relishing in how smooth it felt beneath her fingertips. She reached up to toy with an errant ringlet which had fallen over his brow, studying his gentle features, the stress and worry he carried with him throughout the day relaxed in his sleep. The distance between them shortened as she tried to come to terms with the feelings her new husband invoked within her, having never felt anything like it before.

She gasped, holding her breath as his arm snaked out to grip her waist, his long spinner's fingers dancing over the curve of her spine. He pulled her closer, her body now flush with his. She pressed her thighs together, wetness pooling there as her desire increased. What was happening to her, she thought frantically. She wasn't completely naive; she knew what the thick hard flesh pressing into her belly signified, and she whimpered with anticipation.

Rumpelstiltskin stirred slightly, one sleepy amber orb half opening. He smiled pleasantly at her, and she knew he must be a bit disoriented because when he realized what was happening, he shuffled backwards nearly falling off the mattress.

"W-What are you doing here, dearie?" he managed to sputter, his golden gray skin darkening over his cheekbones.

She did a bit of blushing of her own, but how much was due to embarrassment at being caught in his embrace, she didn't know. "I'm sorry if I overstepped my boundaries, but I thought husbands and wives were supposed to share a bed," she remarked, and he sighed, raking his fingers through his unruly locks.

"Belle, I want you to understand I do desire you, but I feel the time just isn't right. One day - hopefully - " he mumbled the last bit under his breath, "we'll live normally as husband and wife, but for now I think it's best if we hold off on the intimate part of our relationship. As the dark one I only have a limited amount of self control. I might resemble a man on the outside, but I assure you, sweetheart, I'm so much more inside," he returned, his eyes hungrily moving over her decadent curves.

She felt her toes curl at his lustful gaze, clearing her throat awkwardly as she nodded and tried to quell the desire still running rampant through her. A change of subject was definitely needed, "Well, why don't I at least make us some breakfast? Do Dark Ones ever get hungry?" she inquired, diverting his attention.

"Yes, we - I mean - I do," he answered, averting his gaze away from the supple swell of her breast where the bodice of her gown dipped low.

"What do you like to eat?" she continued, now standing on the opposite side of the bed.

He bit his tongue at the retort forming in the back of his throat, "Buttered toast with a bit of marmalade and a piping hot cuppa chamomile tea will be adequate," he said, shooing her off to the kitchens with a flourish of his elegant hand.

Belle stared down at herself, startled to see he'd changed her attire. The elegant cobalt silk of her nightgown had been replaced with a soft blue muslin dress, a white apron tied neatly around her middle. She decided to set to work preparing her husband's breakfast, his thoughtfulness warming her to the core.

Searching through the cupboards, she easily found a jar of jam and a fresh loaf of bread. It took her a bit more time to find butter in the cold cellar. Since the bread was still warm, she had to wonder if Rumpelstiltskin had enchanted their home to make it easier for Belle to find things. She chuckled to herself as she readied the fire and began toasting the bread. After it had turned a light golden brown, she smothered it in marmalade jam and placed it on a plate.

She scoured the cupboards again to find a fresh tin of tea leaves, placing the leaves into a kettle already filled with boiling water to steep. She decided to add her own touches to the tea by adding a tinge of orange and rose hips. She procured two blue and white china cups with a floral decoration from the cupboard, filling them with the fragrant brew and setting out honey, sugar and milk, not quite sure of what he liked.

"Rumple-" she was about to speak his full name when he appeared in front of her.

"Rumple is an acceptable moniker, dearie...I understand my name can be quite a mouthful." He giggled impishly before plucking the toast from the saucer, and taking a large bite. A bit of jam dribbled from his mouth, and Belle couldn't resist the urge to wipe it away with her fingertip. She gave him a sly grin before licking the discarded jam from her delicate digit, holding his gaze as he stiffened. His own eyes darkened as he absently set the toast back on his plate.

She scoured the cupboards again to find a fresh tin of tea leaves, placing the leaves into a kettle already filled with boiling water to steep. She decided to add her own touches to the tea by adding a tinge of orange and rose hips. She procured two blue and white china cups with a floral decoration from the cupboard, filling them with the fragrant brew and setting out honey, sugar and milk, not quite sure of what he liked.

"Rumple-" she was about to speak his full name when he appeared in front of her.

"Rumple is an acceptable moniker, dearie...I understand my name can be quite a mouthful." He giggled impishly before plucking the toast from the saucer, and taking a large bite. A bit of jam dribbled from his mouth, and Belle couldn't resist the urge to wipe it away with her fingertip. She gave him a sly grin before licking the discarded jam from her delicate digit, holding his gaze as he stiffened. His own eyes darkened as he absently set the toast back on his plate.

"How was it?" she inquired in her alluring accent, the kind which reminded him of rustling wind chimes and bird song. The low growl rumbling deep in his chest was her only warning before his lips descended to hers, his tongue tracing the seam of her lips, begging for entry. One hand threaded through her long unbound hair to cup the back of her head, holding her still for the onslaught of his passion as the other snaked beneath her arse to hoist her up onto the table. He easily stepped into the cradle of her thighs as he continued to brand her with his lips.

She pulled away with a little whimper of distress a he nipped harshly at her bottom lip. Things were spiraling out of control, and she couldn't tell if she was more frightened or excited. She bit her lip as she watched him try to bring himself in check. "You haven't even tried the tea yet," she managed to retort.

"You taunting little minx..." he growled before downing the cup of chamomile tea. His tongue flicked his lips, savoring the hints of orange and rose hips mixed in with the unmistakable flavor of his wife.

Rumpelstiltskin kept his arm about her waist, refusing to lose the intimate contact they shared. "Do you like it? I decided to add my own touches," she supplied, and he smirked, etching closer to her lips.

"Why don't you have a taste for yourself?" he hissed, his hot breath fanning delightfully against her lips. She melted into him as he claimed her mouth again and sucked on her tongue. Belle clung to him, her nails digging into the wiry muscles of his upper arms. She panted, losing herself to the feel of his lips, his teeth, his wonderfully sinful tongue, never having felt anything like it before. He didn't kiss, he devoured. He didn't tease, he consumed … and she was his feast.

She woke up with a jolt, her body still singing with her husband's searing touch. She scanned her room, warm sunshine filtering through the glass panes. She touched her forehead lightly when she realized it had all been a dream. She groaned, and threw her legs over the edge of the bed after furiously pounding her pillow in frustration. It had been so real, she mused. And she found she needed it to be real.

Belle poured water in the basin on her bureau, her hands shaking as she set the pitcher down. The water was cool against her flushed skin, and despite the shivers it caused, it helped to compose her before having to face him. Would he know? He was the Dark One after all, but did that give him the power to see into her mind? Those thoughts still nagged at her mind as she padded out to the kitchen where a handsome spread awaited her. She blinked as she took in the assortment of food. Was she dreaming again? She certainly hoped not as her stomach gave a loud rumble.

"Are you hungry dearie?" she heard a voice from behind. The husky timbre of his voice caused a delicious thrill to ghost up her spine as she turned, her darkened eyes searching the shadows for him. She ran her tongue slowly over her bottom lip, her heart pounding as she wondered if her midnight musings had been a simple dream … or portents of the future.


End file.
